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full maturity of her genius. And here you become curious about her
personal appearance; you would like a little description. Well, she is
what you would call, observe, what you would call, a perfectly plain
woman. Her hair is not golden like yours: it is, I think, almost ashen": you
would call it grey. Her figure and style are, well, quite slender, nothing
in particular, nothing superb orJunonan; what can I say? Complexion?
Quite Norwegian; no cream or coral, nothing to be afraid of there.
Eyes ? Well, eyes are a matter of opinion. I should rather like you to see
them for yourself: they are memorable. A noble brow! But then, as you
say, how unbecoming to a woman to have a noble brow! Would any-
body look at you, if you were in the same room as her? Ah, there you
have me. Frankly they would forget your very existence, even if there
were no such thing in the world as a piano. For there is grace beside which
your beauty is vulgar and your youth inadequate: and that grace is the
secret of Madame Grondhal's charm.' "
"Who was this Madame Grondhal?" he asked. "Memory plays silly
tricks with me nowadays/' He held out his hand and I gave him the
paper. It was a music criticism by Corno di Bassetto. He put the paper
down at his side. Did his mind go back to the room with a piano and a
crowd of primly behaved women in long dresses and men, bearded and
formal... But he said: "I remember being invited to an at home of lions
and lionesses and there was one woman who seemed right out of it. A
quiet motherly woman she looked and very shy among these great ones.
As no one else spoke to her I thought I would keep her company, but she
found it very difficult to keep up conversation and I had to do all the
talking. Suddenly she interrupted me: I'm sorry I must go now, I am
due to play at the Albert Hall.' She was the greatest pianist of the day."
A cold wind was blowing and wishing to accompany me, he went
to the corner hat-stand and from a whole history of hats and caps selected
a black tweed cap; as to a stick, there were only a few to choose from
and none of any distinctive design which we associate with the aesthetes
of the nineties.
"Which way shall we go?" he asked, as if the selection were wide.
There was the walk through the village and on through the park, there
was the walk along the grove and back and past our house and across the
fields, with wide vistas. "I'd like to see where the bomb dropped," he
said. He referred to an incendiary that had recently fallen on a rainy